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could throw upon the ceiling of this room the shadow of any figure
upon the drive.

At the dairy it was butter morning and Fair Rosamund was
making up the sweet rolls of rich golden butter. Mrs. Knight says
the butter is so golden at this time of year because the cows eat the
buttercups. The reason why the whey is so sweet and wholesome
in May and June is because the grass is so full of flowers and young
sweet herbs. When I go to the Common Farm to drink whey I
think of my grandmother, my mother's mother Thermuthis Ashe,
then a fair beautiful young girl, and how she used to come across
the meadows from the Manor house to this very dairy and drink
whey here every morning during the sweet May Month.

Thursday, 4 June

Went to Bristol with my Mother on a market ticket. She went
to see Miss Evans at 6 Oakfield Place, and I to visit Janet Vaughan of
Newchurch at the Clergy Daughters' School. On the way up to
Great George St. where the C.D.S. is I went into the market to buy
a nosegay of roses for Janet. As I was sitting in a confectioner's shop
between the Drawbridge and College Green eating a bun I saw
lingering about the door a barefooted child, a little girl, with fair
hair tossed and tangled wild, an arch espiegle eager little face and
beautiful wild eyes, large and grey, which looked shyly into the
shop and at me with a wistful beseeching smile. She wore a poor
faded ragged frock and her shapely limbs and tiny delicate beautiful
feet were bare and stained with mud and dust. Still she lingered
about the place with her sad and wistful smile and her winning
beseeching look, hgjf hiding herself shyly behind the door. It was
irresistible. Christ seemed to be looking at me through the beautiful
wistful imploring eyes of the barefooted hungry cfild. I took her
out a bun, and I shall never forget the quick happy grateful smile
which flashed over her face as she took it and began to eat. She said
she was very hungry. Poor lamb. I asked her name and she told me,
but amidst the roar of the street and the bustle of the crowded pave-
ment I could not catch the accents of the childish voice. Never mind.
I shall know some day.

In Great George Street, leading out of Park St., I did not know at
first where to find the Clergy Daughters* School, but the sound of
two or three pianos guided me to die top of the street where stood